Wheels and Butterflies

LAME BEGGAR. I don't feel you at all.
FIRST MUSICIAN, I don't weigh more than a grass-
hopper.

LAME BEGGAR.  You do not.

FIRST MUSICIAN. Are you happy ?
LAME BEGGAR. I would be if I was right sure I
was blessed.
FIRST MUSICIAN. Haven't you got me for a friend ?

LAME BEGGAR.  I have SO.

FIRST MUSICIAN. Then you're blessed.

LAME BEGGAR. Will you see that they put my
name in the book ?

FIRST MUSICIAN. I will then.

LAME BEGGAR. Let us be going, Holy Man.

FIRST MUSICIAN* But you must bless the road.

LAME BEGGAR. I haven't the right words.

FIRST MUSICIAN. What do you want words for ?
Bow to what is before you, bow to what is behind
you, bow to what is to the left of you, bow to what
is to the right of you. [The Lame Beggar begins to Jow*

FIRST MUSICIAN. That's no good.

LAME BEGGAR. No good, Holy Man ?

FIRST MUSICIAN. NogoodatalL You must dance.

LAME BEGGAR. But how can I dance S Ain't I a
lame man ?

FIRST MUSICIAN. Aren't you blessed ?

LAME BEGGAR. Maybe so.
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